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TO BE CLEAR. IN MY HEAD. 


"ТО GAVE ME STRENGTH, 
WHEN SENTENCE IS PASSED. 
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Editors Note On “The Toucher” 


Although best known for his articles and interviews in 
FANGORIA, TWILIGHT ZONE, and GORE SHRIEK, 
Stanley Wiater has had a life-long interest in horror 
fiction as well. He*s published several stories to 
date, including two which appeared in J.N. 
Williamson MASQUES series. How- 
ever, his first published story has 
an interesting history. It's 
called “The Toucher,” 
and once you read it, 
you'll see why the main- 
stream magazines of the time 
rejected it as being too “kinky” 
Wiater had heard that the 
BOSTON PHOENIX newspaper 
sponsoring a short story competition 
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which was to be judged by none other than 


Stephen King. (See letter of congratulations.) 


On a whim, Wiater sent in his story, as did over 
450 other people who had never been published 
before. It appeared in the Мау 13, 1980 issue of the 
newspaper. The story was later published in the now 
defunct MIKE SHAYNE'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE, 
which was not known for having a wide horror readership. 
It also appeared a few years ago in the limited circulation : 
CASTLE ROCK: THE STEPHEN KING NEWSLETTER, for 
more obvious reasons. We thought it was time that the story finally 
appeared іп а real horror magazine, and that our readers might like 
to see another side of Stanley Wiater's talents. 

—SRB 
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Топју reveals this when boys the likes of you starts 
to getting ideas about girls the likes of me. I knows 
it is popular talk all about that the bigger a girl 
becomes on certain areas of her tops and bottoms, 
the littler our brains become, but that ain't always 
truth, though sometimes I will declare some of us 
like to act that it is. 2 

Which is why І carry this small leather pouch 
in my ladies” bag whenever Pm none too sure about 
the gentlemanly intentions of my present company. 

A good luck charm, you say? You could say that, 
if you was one to go and believe in luck. I just 
believes in knowing what there is to knows, and 
when the time comes, how to rightly use what you 
knows. No sir, what's in this pouch used to belong 
to the Toucher. 

Now, you never heard of him, and 1 don't think 
any of the menfolk knew him around here—least not 
by what we called him, as the Toucher. I was a sight 
lesser of age then, though my kin would say I was 
always pleasant to rest eyes upon. And I wasn't 
underdeveloped under the top of my head back 
then, neither. I don't deny Pm still developing in 
some of them other places, from the way I keep 
pushing through my clothes before I wears them out. 

Anyways, when I was a little one, "bout eleven, 
twelve years, I was still a mite older than my girl 
friends, and I don't mean just by calendar reckoning. 
Even then, I was interested in more than dolls, dress- 
ing up frilly, and seeing how many wrapped sweets 
Т could make disappear in a sitting. Don't you laugh, 
but I actually desired to learn about things when I 
was small, and enjoyed sitting псаг the elders and 
listening to them tell grown-up talk about grown-up 
matters, and such. I figure they never gave me no 
mind, sitting so close to ear-shot—they probably 
figured I didn't understand most of thc adult talk 
they was speaking. 
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Well, some I truly did not—like discussing 
whether to bring in that electricity stuff on wires— 
but some I did. The few books and magazines I came 
across in the attics and sitting rooms helped me å 
little, but not always much. And what I was learning 
in the school then couldn't help a blind coalminer 
stumble. But like I says, I did like to listen; I enjoyed 
trying to puzzle out the things we little ones was not 
supposed to be interested in. Or be able to under- 
stand right off and then refigure what they really 
mean. 

Anyhows, it was late one summer that the Toucher 
came into our lives. 

That was not his real name, of course not! If I tells 
you his Christian name, you'd mayhaps have heard 
ofit, it being the same as some of his relations that 
still Нуе abouts the vicinity. He was a real person, 
mark for certain he was, and he had come to this 
town to visit with these relatives of his. 

He was the quiet type, as you might have figured. 
He didn't have to do anything while he was here, 
on accounts of he was just supposed to be visiting, 
and none of us knew where he had comes from or 
what he did while he was back there. Mayhaps he 
had had to come here "cause of things that had gone 
on before in his home town. He didn't look like no 
coal digger's son, for certain. But naturally, the e 
grown-ups never told us a thing, one way or the 
other. And most of us just thought he was another 
new grown-up, kind of nice looking, kind of quiet, 
like I says. 

It was only after Mary Louise Jennings got hurt 
by him that we started to call him by that name. 

I suppose ‘hurt’ is not exactly the true and proper 
word, not seeing she was cut up or shot or run over 
or anything like that kind of hurt. But she came run- 
ning to me near twilight that muggy August day, 
with her eyes real red and puffy from crying out all 


` 


her tears, and it was a long long time before she was 
able to cry again afters. Truth was, she'd been too 
afraid to go to her folks after it happened, and seeing 
how her and the other girls kind oflooked to me 

as understanding things they did not, she drew out 
for me the whole reoccurrence of the sad events. 

I told her then what I figured had happened to 
her, and calmed her into not worrying, that certain 
things had been left untouched so she wouldn't have 
to go to Doc Fitchatt or the pastor about anything 
unless she really wanted to. She was still unsure if 
she should tell her folks what this man had done to 
her, but I warned her that the man—the Toucher— 
would go and deny the sad event, and then might 
be fit to call Mary Louise a liar. And worse things 
than that. I told her just to keep it to us girls, and 
hope real real hard that such a sad occurrence would 
not reoccur again. 

But you know that, except for some finicky 
weather, things don't change all that much during 
the long and dry summer days up here. And nights. 

"Things was quiet for a few weeks, and we had 
good times about; swimming, camping, going to the 
dances overseed by chaperones. But you know too, 
sometimes people don't always choose the chaper- 
ones too smartly—the Toucher happened to be one 
of them that was overseeing the dance held at the 
school assembly hall. I was home that night with a 
poison sumac rash I should'ye had the fair sense not 
to obtain in the first place, but that was how I myself 
was not there. 

Like the Toucher was. 

Leaving out the grimy details, it then so happened 
that Debra Ann Marples was chasing fireflies out 
back that night when he went to chasing her when 
nobody was about. And caught her. Considering the 
indecent condition her lacy Sunday best dress was 
in when she shows it to me the following morning, 
1 knew then that the Toucher had pleased his hands 
and fingers a whole lot. His mouth too, Debra Ann 
said, who to this day can't let anyone kiss her there. 

Debra Ann told me she had fibbed that a big rac- 
coon had come startled her, and she'd fallen down 
and spoilt her dress that way, and her folks had 
believed this. She knowed too that her family would 
be severely taken in hurt and embarrassment if they 
really had refigured the truth, and also because 
the grown-ups seemed to like the Toucher so much 
who didn't know what he was really like, that they 
mightn’t not believe the clear truth either. She 
believed and agreed with me, though, after I told 
her about Mary Louise, that she was still okay deep 
inside, and there was nothing on the outside which 
would for a long time show she had ever been 
touched like that. 

Now sure, I was getting worried myself mean- 
whiles, having this kind of bad knowledge filling my 


head and not having anyone, young as or older than 
me, to let off with some of the pressures I was get- 
ting put on me. By then I knews what the Toucher 
was doing wasn't right or natural, but didn't see how 
I could tell anyone about it—anyone who could put 
a halt on his doing it anymore, that is. But he was 
hurting my friends, that was clear for certain, and 

I didn't like it at all. 

Or him. 

So we began to play together more and more 
often, in the manner that we didn't go around by 
ourselves alone as much like we used to have done. 
We never knew when the Toucher would be around, 
seeing as he didn't have no job ог missus or anything, 
that tied him to being someplace for sure at any par- 
ticular time. He could walk around anywheres, be 
out at all hours, and was still always grown-up 
respectable, being as we also never saw him at Miss 
Olivia's sportin’ house or near any of the gin mills 
and saloons. While we was at the age when most 
folks still looked at us as little girls, and not as girls 
who were slowly growing up into blossoming 
women. So we didn’t have to act overly responsible 
and timid-tame either, and could wanders about 
pretty much where we pleased without anyone 
worrying where we was or if we was out alone. 

So, when Abigal Carathews was out picking wild 
flowers for her momma’s birthday, it was one of 
those times when she was alone. And when the 
‘Toucher just happened to have been trailing her for 
awhiles—all the way from the main road out to the 
fields on Old Man Carter’s property. 

He had her out there in the tall grass for several 
hours, at least that is how long Abigal said it seemed 
like when I went to visit at her house after not seeing 
her outside for a fair number of days. She had told 
her folks she’d gotten ahold of a summer sickness, 
and since school was out anyways, they hadn’t been 
too upset about her malingering in bed for awhiles 
in case she was just making it up out of whole cloth, 
her being unhealthy in the first place. 

None of us had had what they nowadays call a 
“hygenic education’ then, and Abigal, she was ascared 
of what had happened, but not as ascared as she 
would’ve been if she had understood what the 
Toucher probably was truly after, but only found 
relief instead with us young ones. As I says, the read- 
ing I did on my own, and the big cars I would grow 
whenever my folks or other grown-ups thought they 
was alone, taught me more about such personal 
things than anybody Pd ever talked to or had told 
to me. Personal things about girls and boys, so don't 
think for a silvery moon minute I am unawares why 
you asked me to walk out all this way just because 
the band's takim a breather. 

Well, we was all getting pretty bad frights by now, 
and it was decided to let every girl we knew in on 


what had really happened to Abigal and the others, 
so that they could be on their guard against the 
Toucher from now on. They all didn’t understand 
right off what it was they had to be fraid of, and a 
couple of them thought the man was fair looking and 
kind of nice, and said they didn’t understand what 
they was supposed to be ascared of if they ever found 
themselves alone with him anyhows. 

Trouble there was, I didn’t knows enough about 
regular menfolk to explain what they was like, let 
alone а man who wasn't at all regular in his womanly 
desires. 

Those who'd been touched now took to carrying 
knives and razor shaving handles hawked from 
kitchen drawers and their daddies’ dressing tables. 
Most of the other girls in town did too, seeing how 
four of us was awares of what was going on, and we 
all couldn't be capable of making up such a nasty and 
terrible tale if some parts of it was not near to true. 
And we had to tell them the Toucher never went 
back to the same girl twice, so it wasn’t those who 
had been touched who had to worry, but those who 
had not. 

That summer, our kinfolk never noticed no 
changes in any of us, but that’s the way it is with 
grown-ups, who just *bout ignore your living 
existence until you do something they don’t wish to 
see or hear tell about. But we was afraid, we purely 
was, and we carried sharp things in our ladies’ bags, 
and in our pants and dress pockets; things that could 
hurt back if someone came too close with their 
touching. And we didn’t play much out of doors any 
time, though we had several weeks of playing out of 
doors weather still due us. 

My daddy had been working on the porch of our 
house during that same time—this was before he got 
sent overseas to fight—and he had sent me into town 
to pick up a carton of newfangled roofing nails he 
had ordered. I сош уе taken my bike, but one of 
the tires was newly flat, and I hadn't gotten around 
to fixing it, so when my daddy sent me on the 
errand, my own two feet was the main source of 
transportation in getting there. 

Now, our town has not growed all that much since 
these events took place, so you don't have to strain 
your brain too far to imagine how quiet things can 
get when it’s too hot for anyone but a young tyke 
to be doing business downtown when everyone else 
is inside drinking beer or catching an extra twenty 
winks. I remembers it seemed more like a Sunday 
morning than a Saturday afternoon, is how still 
and quiet was everything. 

Anyways, the Toucher must have been watching 
before I entered the hardware store, and knowed 
I would cut through the back alleyway as a shorter 
route back to the main road and home. Because he 
was standing there—big as life like they says in the 


magazines—his grimy smilc and hands ready for те 
just as I reached the deserted lot behind the store. 

Pd never seen him so close up before, and at first 
look he was not nothing scary to look at. Truth to 
tell, you look a little like him yoursclfin this moon- 
light. But anyways, I knew who this man truly was, 
and I was remembering what he'd done to my 
friends, so I sure as heck wasn't going to be fooled 
into letting him get me on the ground so he could 
do whatever he wanted to my untouched person. 

But I had the carton of nails, which was heavy, but 
not that heavy, sitting inside the paper bag. I don't 
recollect what told me to do this, but when the 
Toucher started to bend down and reach for me with 
those long fingery hands, I swung that bag of nails 
as fierce as I could against his face. He went down 
to the dirt without uttering a word, and I wasn't 
sure if I had knocked him proper or just stunned 
him like, so before he could get to his feet again I 
swung that bag of nails a few more times against the 
back of his skull just to make for sure. The carton 
of nails had broken open by now, and with the bare 
nails sticking out all wet and stained, the bag felt 
heavier by the time I was done, as I recalls. 

"That was the last and final occasion the Toucher 
ever bothered any of us, and being it was some sum- 


mers back, you probably had yet to move here to 
knows about the big scandal which followed and 
about all the questions that went unanswered. 
Unanswered for the grown-ups, that is, who never 
suspected any of us when it was finally over. 

You see, we each got something to remember the 
Toucher by, me and the girls I got together quick 
and gathered in that deserted back lot while he has 
still breathing. We didn't bury him alive, if that's 
what уоште thinking. None of us are like that, and 
you're more the fool to think such a thing if you do. 
But like I says, we all got things from him to remem- 
ber what he had done to us, before he was finally 
put away in the ground by the grown-ups. 

Which is why I carry this pouch when I foresee 
my beaus might try something a few beats too fast 
for my maiden heart. 

Take a look inside. 

That was one of the things he touched us with that 
dark, long ago summer. You see now? He ain't going 
to be touching any girls anywhere with what we let 
him retain. I got the biggest part 'cause of my being 
the only one who know what counted the most. I 
forgets if all the others have kept theirs, but last time 
Igossiped with Mary Louise, she still had his left 
thumb. And Debra Ann his tongue... 
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LOOKIT SAL, I DON'T 


WANNA KNOW FROM 

NOTHIN... EITHER 
YoU GOT 77, OR 
YOU DON'T, 


IF YOU DONT YOU GOTTA 


GO WIT US,,, THATS ALL ES 


FOR CHRISTS SAKE PHIL GIVE 
ME A BREAK! ILL GET IT. 1 JUST 
NEED ACOUPLE A DAYS! 


You DONT GOT A 
COUPLE A DAYS 
SAL.THIS IS 
YOUR LAST DAY! 


SONNYS TRoo PLAYIN’ 
FUCKIN'GAMES WITCH YOU E 
SAL ,1 YOU GONNA GET 3 
E 4 


JUST LIKE МУ OLDMAN THE 
SON OF A BITCH ! 


( sat, YOU GONNA GET WACKED! 
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SAL YOU MAKIN /Т HARDER ON 
YA SELF. СОМЕ ADDA DERE! 
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РМ РЕМ I'M GONNA BREAK 
DA FUCKIN'DOOR ۰ 
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ARE YOUDREAMIN OR WHAT ? I'M 
TALKIN’ TO You! 


WHADDA YA LOOKIN AT SAL? YOU | [PHIL, PLEASE, COULD I Go 
LOOKIN TO LEAVE? FORGET ABOUT || TO THE BATHROOM I 
17. THATS NO EXIT. FEEL SICH... 
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THE FUCK HES 
TAKIN'S'LONG 2 


ТИЕ СПРАМ 
RIGHT НЕКЕ. 
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Whach for the Hurgah! 


£ Take your Partners 


JAN 


lei. the FLOOR, 


Ye Trotters Shake (^ ` 
IS'pt it the Trut 9 
\told ye 2 7 


BEVAEZ! SHELL 
HAVE ME LIFE, 
IT'S A SHORTCUT 
THROUGH THE 
GRAVEYARD 
FOR ME 


GHOSTS! SHUR 
MAN NOR ME IF THERE WAS 


TO BE TALKIN’ 
ABOUT CUTTIN' 
THROUGH THE 
CEMETRY AT 
THIS TIME'A 
NIGHT, WITH 
FINNEGAN'S 
GHOST ONLY 
FRESH IN 
HIS GRAVE 


SUCH A THING 
WED ALLA BIN 
FRIGHTENED TO 

DEATH YEARS AGO 


CMON RAFFERTY! 
THE WIFE'LL STRANGLE 
YE IF YE'V NOT ARRIVED 
IN A FEW MINUTES 


JAEZ' NE ONLY 
BEGUN TA ENJOY 


MN йс 
WHATS THE RIGHT TIME? J 


WATCH OUT FOR 
YERSELF NOW 


REE OH YEH! sure! 


MAY THE ROAD 
RISE w AN ALL 
THAT STUFF 
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# Op Look at the Coffin, with Golden Handles z 
Ф Let's not have д Sniffle, Let's have a Bloo, @ 


RAFFERTY IS 17? 


Now із? it GRANO Boys, to be Bloody well Dead 


OH! HOLY MARY 
DELIVER ME FROM 
ALL HARM 


= سے 
Ж As Sung by Dominic Benan‏ 


THAT LUMP'S ONLY 
ME HUMP, FINNEGAN 


I TELL YE ‘TIS TRUE | 


WHAT HAVE YE 
THERE ON YER 
BACK, RAFFERTY 


WELL ILL HAVE THAT FOR 
MESELF RIGHT NOW! 


AT TEATIME THE NEXT DAY 
( WOULD YA LOOK AT WHAT 


“THE WIND JUST BLEW 
THROUGH THE DOOR 


N 


1 АМ THAT/ 
|| AND ITS THANKS 
TO FINNEGAN'S ЭРООҚ. 
P SHUR DIDN'T HE 
SWIPE ME HUMP 9 
IN THE GRAVEYARD 
LAST NIGHT 


JUS TOOK IT OFF 
ME BACK WITHOUT 


JEYZIZ ITS RAFFERTY 
AND ISN'T HE WALKING 
LIKE A FLAGPOLE 


JUST LIKE THAT HUH? نا‎ WHAT THE HELLRE 


DOES HE TAKE LIMPS TOO YE ASKIN’ ME FOR? 
J | DIDNT STRIKE A 
I HAVE THIS LEG SINCE CONVERSATION 

| FELL OFF ME MILKHORSE WITH THE FELLA, 


WHEN I WAS А BABBY AS SOON AS ME 


HUMP WAS GONE WELL LISTEN T'ME NOW, 
I HIT THE BRICKS DOESN'T OUL FINNEGAN OWE МЕ A 
AS FAST AS ME BIG FAVOR, SINCE | GOT THAT JOB 
LEGS'D CARRY ME FOR HIM WITH THE COUNTY 
A 


í / I DON'T KNOW ‚O'MALLEY. 

|| Š SHUR WASN'T THE CHAP 

RUN OVER BY A STEAMROLLER 
ON THAT VERY SAME JOB 


£ 


WHAT ARE YE SAYIN? 

“TWASN'T ME DRIVING 

THE DIVILOFATHING 
WAS IT 


IM OFF! SLÄN/ 


# Let's pot have a Sniffle 
Oh! Lets All have A Bloody 2009 CRY 
A Anòd Always Remember 
that the Longer ye Live | 
the Sooner ye Bloody well Die-e-e 


BE'GAD! THIS PLACE WOULD GIVE 
x A BISHOP THE WILLIES 


AHEM! 


WHATS THAT ON YER BACK ME BACK! THERE'S NUTTIN' WELL HERES A HUMP 
OMALLEY ў ON MY BACK FINNEGAN, 


FOR YE THEN 
AS YE CAN SEE PLAIN 


DRENCHED IN BLOOD, SHAKING WITH 
EXHAUSTION, I SLIDE DOWN THE WALL ТО 
THE FLOOR AND JUST SIT THERE, STARING 
AT MY HANDS. THEY ARE CAKED WITH 
BLOOD, SO MUCH THAT LAYERS HAVE 
BLACKENED AND DRIED AND BEEN WASHED 
AWAY BY FRESH CRIMSON, SO MUCH THAT I 
FEAR THEY MAY BE PERMANENTLY 
STAINED, 


ARE THEY GONE YET? ARE THE MONSTERS GONE? 
FM SURE MOST OF THE SMALLER ONES WERE EATEN 
BY THEIR LARGER BRETHREN, AND THE LARGER 
ONES PICKED CLEAN TO THE BONE BY THE SMALLER. 
OR ALL MAY HAVE CRUMBLED TO DUST IN THE 
CLEAN LIGHT OF DAWN. AND UNSEEN PLACES? 


WHEN WAS IT? WHEN DID I FIRST HEAR 
THE SCRATCHING OF SMALL CLAWS, 
TING OF FISTS, SNAPPING JAWS 
AND QUICK ANIMAL BREATHS ALL 


THE Bj 


AROUND MY HOUSE, IN THE SHADOWS 


МУ FATHER'S HOUSE STOOD AT TH 

TOP OF THE HILL OUTSIDE OF TOWN, 
TALL AND PROUD, WOOD POLISHED 
4 AND WINDOWS CLEANED. 


f 


E 
H 
2 
Í 
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МҮ FATHERS HOUSE 


IT WAS МУ PARENTS FIRST 
HOUSE OF THEIR OWN. MY 


MY OLDER BROTHER, TODD, CAME FIRST. 
BORN TWO YEARS LATER AND MIRA, MY SISTER, 
CAME ONLY ELEVEN MONTHS AFTER ME. WE HAD 
SPENT OUR WHOLE LIVES HERE. 


I WAS 


FATHER BOUGHT IT SHORTLY 
BEFORE WE CHILDREN WERE 


BORN. 


BY THE TIME MY BROTHER 
WAS EIGHT FATHER НАЈ 
STARTED TO CONDUCT ALL 
HIS BUSINESS FROM HIS DEN, 


AND IN FACT ALMOST NEVER 
LEFT THE HOUSE UNLESS IT 
WAS ENTIRELY NECESSARY, 


MY MOTHER AT FIRST GAVE HIM | 
TROUBLE ABOUT IT, AND HE WAS 
FORCED TO ACCOMPANY HER AND THE 
FAMILY ON OUTINGS AND TRIPS. 


BUT SHORTLY AFTER TODD'S 
TENTH BIRTHDAY MOTHER FELL 
ILL, AFTER WHICH SHE COULD 
ONLY LEAVE THE HOUSE FOR 
VERY BRIEF PERIODS OF TIME. 


MIRA HAD BEEN THE FIRST TO SEE THEM: 
'THE SHADOW CASTERS AND THE SHADOW 
DWELLERS, FLYING PAST THE WINDOW IN 
THE MOONLIGHT. 


іы. MIRA TOLD МЕ OF THESE 
7 Î THINGS, AND 1 BELIEVED 
Å Å EVERYTHING SHE SAID. 


“Ж 


„JUST 


ONE NIGHT I AWOKE TO FIND 
MIRA STANDING IN THE 
DOORWAY OF MY ROOM. 


1 NEVER HEARD THE THINGS SHE HEARD 


|| AT NIGHT IN THE ROOM I SHARED WITH 


TODD, BUT WHEN SHE HEARD THEM, 1 
KNEW SHE DID NOT LJE. 


THEY'RE POWERFUL TONIGHT. 
THEY WANT ME. 


WHAT? WHAT'S 
GOING ON? 


THE CREEPIES ARE 
IN MIRA'S ROOM. 


OH REALLY? | THINK 
FLL GO LOOK! 


HE LEFT BEFORE WÈ COULD SAY ANYTHING. 
ONE MINUTE WENT BY, THEN ANOTHER, NO 
Ж. САМЕ FROM DOWN THE HALL. 


MAYBE HE FELL ASLEEP IN THERE. 


I REMEMBER CLOSING MY 
EYES FOR JUST A MINUTE, 


HE'S GONE. 
I SAW НІМ GO. 


IN THERE, INMY 
CLOSET. | NEVER 
GO IN THERE! 


IT WAS TRUE. SINCE MOTHER HAD TAKEN ILL 
IT HAD JUST BEEN USED FOR STORAGE. MIRA 
KEPT ALL HER CLOTHES IN HER DRESSER. 


WHAT DID YOU SEE? 


I SAW НІМ. 
I SAW HIM GO. 


MIRA WOULD SAY NO MORE. 
SHE RAN BACK INTO MY 
ROOM AND FELL ASLEEP ON 
ND WOULDNT 
RISE ALL THE NEXT DAY 


TODD'S BED, له‎ 


AVAILED 
NOTHING, MY PARENTS ASSUMED 
THAT TODD HAD EITHER RUN AWAY 
OR BEEN KIDNAPED, 


AFTER SEARCHES 


FROM HI 


SHE TOOK THE BLANKET FROM HER OWN BED TO 
AVOID THE TROUBLE OF MAKING TODD'S BED BEFORE 
SNEAKING BACK EVERY MORNING, WE SLEPT IN THE 


SAFETY OF EACH OTHER'S COMPANY. 


THE HOPE THAT TODD WAS STILL 
ALIVE, AND MIGHT RET 
OUR MOTHER TO RECOVER BRIEFLY 


N, CAUSED 


5. 


MIRA AND 1 BETTER, 
MIRA TOOK TO GOING 
AND THEN 
TO 


KNEW 


дд THOUGH. 


BED EARLY 


А то 


SNEAKING INTO MY ROOM 
FALL ASLEEP ON TODD'S BED. 


E NIGHT, ABOUT THREE MONTHS 
R TODD DISAPPEARED, I HAD A 
1 STRANGE AND TERRIBLE DREAM. 


Å IN MY DREAM, THE CLOCK STRUCK 

TWELVE AND I AWAKENED. МҮ 
BEDSHEETS WERE WET WITH SWEAT, 
AND I TRIED TO FREE MY ARMS AND 


LEGS , BUT I WAS IMMOBILIZED. 


I LOOKED OVER AND SAW 
THEM: THE CREEPIES! 


THEY WERE FAR MORE HOR 


THAN I HAD ALLOWED MYSELF TO 
IMAGINE, AND THEY SURROUNDED 
MIRA IN HER BED. 


BEGAN TO 


CLAWING AND BITING HER! 


GIGGLED SOFTLY. AS IF THEY HAD 
DONE SOME TRICK TO AMUSE HER! 
A HORRIBLE SOUND, I HEAR IN MY 
NIGHTMARES TO THIS DA 


| THE CREATURES ALL 
PARTOOK OF HER, AND SHE 
WAS CONSUMED! 


AND AS THEY LOOKED OVER TO 
WATCH MY STRUGGLE, 1 CAME 
TO А REALIZATION: WHETHER IT 
WAS 
WAS EVER TO BE THE WITNESS OF 
THESE HELL BEAST'S SAVAGERY, 
NEVER IT'S OBJECT. 


AL ОК ALL А DREAM, I 


WHEN I WOKE UP THE NEXT MORNING ALL WAS AS THE EFFECT OF MIRA'S DISAPPEARANCE ON MOTHER WAS 
IT HAD BEEN, BUT MIRA WAS GONE. DEVASTATING. SHE ТООК TO HER BED Аб; 


AND MY FATHER SEEMED STRANGELY 
UNMOVED BY MIRA ONCE 
SUGGESTED TO ME THAT HE KNEW 
ABOUT THE CREEPIES, BUT I 


ALTHOUGH I RECIEVED MANY 
LETTERS FROM MOTHER AND 
FATHER, 1 NEVER WENT HOME, 


AFTER THIS IT WAS DECIDED I SHOULD 
GO AWAY TO SCHOOL. 


THIS 


кто Маш EVEN FOR VACATIONS. 


| BELIEVE IT. 


BUT I OFTEN THOUGHT OF THE 
HOUSE. OF RETURNING 
THERE. AND 1 THOUGHT OF 
THE CREEPIES. DID THEY 
EXIST OR WAS IT ALL A 
DREAM? E 
IN MY JUNIOR YEAR OF COLLEGE, THE LETTERS 

ABRUPTLY STOPPED. I THEN RECIEVED WORD THAT 
MY FATHER HAD GONE COMPLETELY INSANE, MY 
MOTHER HAD SIMPLY VANISHED, 


AND SO, AT LAST I RETURNED. 


i 


1 EXPLORED EVERY ROOM IN THE 
HOUSE, ONE BY ONE. I SAVED 
MIRA'S ROOM FOR LAST 


I THOUGHT: "THIS IS MY HOUSE. 
SHALL LIVE HERE NOW. 


1 SLEPT THERE THAT NIGHT, SLIPPING 
IN AND OUT OF DREAMS. 


IT WAS COLD AND EMPTY IN THERE. I HAVE 


| SURMISED THAT THIS ROOM IS IN THE 
EXACT CENTER OF THE HOUSE Å 
SUNLIGHT REACHES MY SISTER'S ROOM 


DREAMS OF THE CREATURES. DREAMS OF МО: 
COLORED CRIMSON WITH THE BLOOD OF THEIR VICTIMS. 
DREAMS OF THIS HOUSE AT MIDNIGHT, FILLED WITH 
THEIR REVELLING AND WARRING 


I SLEPT THROUGH THE FOLLOWING DAY, 
AS 1 HAVE SLEPT THROUGH EVERY DAY 
SINCE. ! EAT LITTLE, I DON'T SEEM TO 
NEED MUCH ANY MORE. 


IMPENE 
DEMONS ARI 


IF THERI 


I CURS THESE FOUL | THEIR BLOOI 5 НТ, А5 ТНЕ 
NIGHTM 


RESURRECTION CONT'D.: George Turner in 1966 modelled his Monster Gallery pages rigorously 
after Eerie 's established format, topping each with remarkable approximations of Jack Davis’ Cousin 
Eerie design (in seratchboard on the preceding page, in drybrush at left) and completing pencil drawings 
and principal figure inks, as well as lettering the text in a style compatible with that of the magazines 
master letterer, Ben Oda. But when the Gallery (not to mention Eerie magazine itself, as well as its 
companion title Creepy) abruptly ceased using fresh material — which is a story for another day — 
Turner stored these pages unfinished and rechannelled his energies into researching what would become 
aseminal book of American motion-picture history, The Making of King Kong (1975; with Dr. Orville 
Goldner). Later, while working with Michael H. Price on an encyclopedic film-history book called 
Forgotten Horrors(1979; revised 1986), Turner made a gift of his partially completed Monster Gallery 
pages to Price, who had them matted and framed “as is.” Separate projects — including Turner's 
editorship of American Cinematographer magazine and Price's involvement with the 4 Winds/ Eclipse 
Prowler comics serials — have occupied their time during the greater portion of the 1980s. While at 
work again with Turner in 1989 on two forthcoming movie books, Price removed these Gallery pieces 
from their frames, prepared actual-size reproduction masters, and on those facsimiles applied inked 
backgrounds based on Turner's 1966 pencils. Herewith, their unlikely coda to 


Eerie's Monster Gallery. 


A HOLY MAN OF PRAGUE, IN 
1536, USED THE MYSTIC RITES 
OF CABBALA TO BRING TO LIFE 
A GIANT MAN OF CLAY! 7HE 
GOLEM (MEANING 7HE STRONG) 
WAS CREATED TO PROTECT AN 
OPPRESSED PEOPLE FROM THE 
CRUEL WHIMS OF THE CRAZED 
EMPEROR RUDOLPH 1 / LATER, 
THE CREATURE WENT MAD AND 
RAN AMOK THROUGH THE 
STREETS, MAIMING OR 
KILLING ALL IN ITS PATH/ 
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